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r'4 ‘I can write, you know. I have writ-
ten poems for our town paper.
Would you like to read them?”

Bowman looked up. She was
there still, standing by his desk, a slender,
open eyed creature, with a spray of peach
blossoms rising and falling on a marrow,
thildish breast, with a crude perfume of
rhisticity about her and—yes, the envelop-

Ing glory of innocence. despite the direct

look of her eyes and the persistence with

which she had fought her way to him and
refused now to be discouraged.

“There’s nothing, I tell yocu—nothing
for you,” the city editor repeated im-
patiently.

He twitched his green shade to a pug-
nacious angle and deliberately turned bis
back upon her. He’ was a heavy faced,
black mustached hunter of news and|
driver of men. He hated a weakling when

was masculine and, if he could, he

would have crucified anything in petticoats
rather than weaken his staff and make
himself ridiculous by accepting what he
called the prevailing contemptible fashion
of freak femininity as legitimate journa-
=

“1 den’t see why you won't give me a
chance,” the girl eaid;=appealingly.

The office boy, peeping in just them, half
apprehensive for his own safety since he
bad permitted this applicant to evade him,
yet betraying a malicious delight that so
unsuspecting a lamb should make straight
for the Hon’s very jaws, saw Bowman lift
his head suddenly. Upon the city editor’s
face there had come an expression very
like that which lighted his own small,
impish face. .

“A—hem!” ‘Bowman cleared his, throat
deliberately. “I believe I will, Miss—
eh—— Since you are so determined, I
believe I will give you a chance. There’s
to be a big funeral to-day, - Senator
.Hollingsworth, you know, millionaire,
politician, philanthropist old family—all
that sort of thing. Suppose”’—he passed
his hand over his smiling, bitter mouth—
“suppose you get me the names of all
who attend, Miss—eh—Peachblossoms.”

A stifled titter came from the office
4 boy before he rushed to finish his laugh
htside.  He knew that detail well; it was
a stock ponms asinorum of the profession.
There were others over which the unfit
might be made to stumble and fall, but
\\‘Ehis was Bowman’s favorite. He had
never yet presented it to a woman, how-
gver, L P
The girl bent clear, childish eyes ‘upon
the man at the desk, gravely, gratefully.
“Thank you, sir, I will. My name is
Pettinelli, though—Therese- Pettinelli,” she
added distinctly.

She turned and then walked composedly,

primly, out of the room.
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" she’soid , smi
his reging eyess.

Bowman’s grim mouth did not rerax, but
above his angry,-dark eyes that followed
her there came a perplexed frown. No

novice had yet received that particular
detail in just that way; there was still
part of the comedy unenacted.

He turned again to his desk and savagely
thrust his blue pencil at a proof, as though
merely to elide were not sufficient; he
wanted to wound, foo, the thing he disap-
proved. Then the door openéd and again
she stood before him.

“I forgot to.ask you, sir,” she said,
simply, “how shall I get the names!”

A sneer of satisfaction, which he did
mnot try to hide, bent Bowman’s black
mustache down at the corpers. This was
the regulation procedure.

“You will station yourseif at the
cemetery gate,” he said slowly, “and as
cach carriage comes up jump in, tell the
mourners you come irom the News and
want their full names. ‘“That’s all.”

She locked at him for e moment, and

is mocking, tired eyes, like black stars
in a pool of leathery, wrinkled skin, met
hers sarcastically. But no conception of
his attitude could have come to her, for
he stood’ a moment longer, as though
considering the means ke suggested, then
bent her head.. “Thank you, sir,” she
seid with provincial politeness, and went
out, shutting the door behiud her.

Bowman threw dewn his pencil and
roared. The sound of his sardonic Jaughter
brought the office boy in with a pretence
of having heard a call, and'the two laughed
together, the city editor with an open-
lunged delight in his joke, the boy discreet-
ly accompanying him.

They laughed again, and. the office, with
whom the joke had been shared, laughed
with them, when the;paper went to p
that night without the names of those
who had attended the fuperal of Senator
Andrew Hollingsworth. they laughed

even more heartily when,. two, dayg later,

the office boy piloted thé girl through the
local room, choosing the most roundabout
route to Bowman’s office, and giving the
staff an indicating wink behind> her back
that betrayed her identity. .

“Miss Peachblossoms, sir,” he announced,
throwing Bowman’s door wide open with
a wignificant glance.

Bowman, who had-been, sitting ‘listening
to his star reporter’s confession of utter

‘failure in his attempt to interview the

sensational murderer of ‘the day, looked
up preoccupied as she entered, his- black
brows knitted in thought. In his intense
concentration he had for the moment
completely “forgotten the girl.

“«] have brought you the names, sir,”
she said’ with a stiff little salutation that
included Drake, the News’ special writer.

“Names?’ repeated Bowman; “what
names? Oh, Moses in Egypt!”

He looked from‘the paper she -had lain

on the (esK Yo the‘ girl standing beside
it. He was weary of the joke—even her

getting the names was not a unique ending
to it—and his mind, baffled by difficulties,
was ceaselessly searching tor a way to
get the thing he wanted, a pen study of
Manlloyd, the murderer.

“Can’t you bully Shaw, his attorney,
Drake?”’ he asked, so absorbed that it
required more effort to notice the girl
than to ignore her. “Tell him we’ll roast
purgatory out of him the first chance he
gives us. ‘““Tell him”—

“Oh, it isn’t Shaw,” Drake’s fine, fas-
tidious voice broke in, irritated by the
vare failure, by Bowman’s obtuse blud-
geoning and by being made witness to an
indignity to a woman. “Shaw’s all right.
He's 4 blackguard—a burly shyster who's
playing the case for all the notoriety he
can get out of it. It’s the man himself,
Manlloyd. The fellow’s head is turned
by the attention he gets. He actually is
so0 puffed up by being an object of interest
that he can’t see the noose that’s already
dangling over his head. But we can talk
it over later.” He rose, glancing at the
girl, who stood patiently waiting, the
delicate bloom of her country-bred face
coming and going as she listened, open
eyed.

“Eh—what? Oh! What d’ye bring
these things to me now for?’ the city
cditor demanded of the girl, with an
intonation that was almost a blow.

She looked down on him puzzled. “I
thought you wanted them, sir. Didn’t
you say’——

With an impatient shove Bowman push-
ed the sheets of paper into the waste
basket.

“The worms have ‘begun on Hollings-
worth by this time,” he growled. “Suppose
you get me their names.”

Drake, who had just reached the door,
stopped. He had often felt like kicking
his city editor, but he really thought he
was about to interfere this time, when the
girl’s voice came to him. It was a high,

as the fruit blossom she wore at her belt
or the soft radiance of her babylike skin,
yet subtly lacking the modulation of
culture, it seemed to him, as the flower
lacked perfume and the face lacked soul.

saying, unpenetrated by the hard signi-
ficance of Bowman’s tone. “I'm sorry.
You see, sir, I could mot get them the
way you said, so I"—

With an unintelligible mutter that might
have been an excuse the city editor got up
from his chair, brushed past her and went
into the mnext room. He pulled Drake
along with him .and closed  the door
behind them. ;

After half an hour the office boy went
in to her. “Bowman’s gone out,” he said,
Leyeing her with contemptuous curiosity.

v
¥

clear, immature voice, pretty and delicate

“You mean it is too late?” she was|;

‘

“Has he? Well, I'll wait, then,” ehe
said gently.

The boy stared, opened his mouth, shut
it and went out with a long drawm
whistle.

An hour later he came in again to say
that Mr. Bowman had telephoned that
he would not be back for a week; he had
gone out of town.

She rose regretfully and followed him
out into the local room, remembered there
that she had taken with her an illustrated
magazine that had lain on the city editor’s
desk, retraced her steps unguided to
replace it and found Bowman just sitting
down to his ‘desk.

“How lucky!” she said, smiling faintly
down into his raging eyes, “that I came
back to bring back the magazine. Did you
miss your boat, sir? Vhat do you
think I would better do next?”

Her insensibility to’atmosphere wrecked
the city editor’s last atom of self-control.
“I think you had better go straight to”
—— He stopped suddenly. Her un-
suspecting, waiting eyes, the innocent
fragility of her face, that aura of virginity
in which she walked as in a protecting
cloud, to which even the grossest spirit
could not be blind, made him hesitate.

“Oh, go on the Manlloyd case, for all
I care!” he cried.

1.

Eustace Manlloyd; making his entrance
into the courtroom, the hero of a case
celebrated throughout the English speak-
ing world, paused before he took his seat
between his lawyers to meet, or rather
to look down on, the eyes fixed upon him.

He was familiar with them all by now—
the judge’s carefully measured, conscious
scrutiny; the prosecuting attorney’s un-
concealed aversion, as though he, who was
accustomed to handling reptiles, had found
one here that even his professional ex-
perience could not make him touch
willingly; his own lawyer’s affection of
good fellowship, with the uneasy, ehifty
light that played behind . Tom Shaw’s eyes;
the piercing keenness of the reporters’
gaze, that strove to strip him bare, to
peer behind the mask of bored hauteur
his face had learned to wear, and the
fatigued, complacent light in his mother’s
eyes, as the vain affected woman drank
in each morning anew the intoxicating
draught of notoriety. Manlloyd knew she
counted on a verdict of not guilty, but had
she felt as sure of an unfavorable verdict,
he sometimes wondered, would she have
relinquished for assurance of his safety
that sense of importance which, since the
trial began, had become the breath of
her nostrils. And then there was the
cynical, good tempered, indifferent glance
of the bailiffs, the greedy gaze of the

Uy, o stare ot hi )
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crowd, the fascinated horror in the
women’s eyes, the loathing n the men’s.

Though incapable of analysis in words,
Manlloyd was .too alert not to feel it all.
It was all familiar, yet not altogether
unpleasant at this stage, for Manlloyd was
his mother’s son. The excitement, the
pre-eminence of his position, being watched
and courted and written about and photo-
graphed and sketched; the sense of being
the pivot,upon which the great drama
revolved the whole long day, and day
after day and week after week; the shrewd
gatisfaction in deceit, the impudent defying
of authority, the consciousness of being
pitted against the world, which, through
respect for its own forms of law—the forms
by means of which he intended to go free
despite it—elevated him, if only temr
porarily, to a pinnacle where no man’s
hand dared touch him, though every man’s
hand ached to get at him—all this Eustace
Manlloyd felt. It is the consciousness of
greatness. His was the greatness of
infamy, but its manifestations differ from
the other sort only in the way one looks
at them, and given an oblique vision, the
thing looks ae delectable to a murderer
as to a martyr,

A martyr—there was nothing more
alien to Manlloyd’s nature than this. And
yet in the rare moments when confidence
deserted him he had faced the improbable
alternative of conviction; at night once
or twice, when he had waked in his cell
and missed the tense, upholding strength
of the crowd, the court and the warring
attorneys then he "had seen himself
gketehily, vaguely and with strong distaste
at the end, drop his role of impudent
defiance for this other gentler, reproach-
fully holy one.

And yet even now, as he turned from
greeting his  mother—their = morning
caress had become as studied as actors’
embraces—and faced the reporter’s table
he saw himself suddenly, unreasonably in
the uncongenial role. And in the same
second he became aware of a different
glance, a different judgment, a different
pair of eyes to meet.

They were lucent, shining gray, crystal
pools that had nothing to reflect, for
behind them was a soul as clear and
shallow as glass, and of all they looked
upon, by virtue of their innocence they
gaw nothing blacker than themselves.
They were bent upon him, these clear,
credulous eyes, with such an intensity of
impersonal sympathy, warming, elevating,
intoxicating him, tHat Manlloyd had
looked into them for a long moment before
they became conscious and wavered. And
even then it seemed to be only because the
reporter, whose name Manlloyd knew to be
Drake, had deliberately thrust his shoulder
between, shutting out their view.

 yet, like some old-young saint, so detached

ljoined even by a common sentiment with

-

.“Why’ do you stare at him so?’ Drake
asked the girl, irritably. Despite his horror
at such an experience for a woman he had
helped her to a seat beside his own when
he heard her inquire for the reporters’
table.

‘@ hy’—— she stammered, blinking, as
tKough the suddenness of being called
upon for speech had staggered her. “Why
—whs I staring? , .. . Isn’tit terrible?”

He looked down upon the shell pink of
her childish face with its quivering,
pointed chin, its thin, sensitive nose and
eyes lifted still toward the prisoner, who
had moved his chair further to the right
and bent forward, watching her curiously.
To Drake she looked repugnantly inhuman,

from the world, so mediaevally ignorant
of life, so capable of touching pitch yet
miraculously escaping defilement, so ador-
ingly trustful and confident in her attitude
of faith—and before such an altar!

“Have you read any of the evidence?”
Drake asked. A confused sense of helpless
disgust came over him.

“Qf the awful things they say about
him—you don’t believe them?- Think
how terrible to say such things of an
innocent man! And he’s so young—
EO"—"‘— . i

The reporter turned to his work; but
in a moment he had put down his pencil
again. S

“You are also—do you also approve—
what do you think of his mother?’ he
demanded.

A burning blush swept in an agony
of shame over her face.

Her wordless repudiation of the woman
comforted him; there was something so
loathsome about innocence such as this

such a pervert as Manlloyd.

“That mother of his has the sort of
spirit to express which the Orientals
invented a belief in ghouls. She'd pick
her son’s dead bones if there were money
or notoriety to be got out of it,” he
growled.

The girl beside him drew in her breath,
as at some sharp, internal pain.

“Doesn’t it,” she laid a timid hand for
@ moment on the edge of his sleeve,
doesn’t it make you long to do something—
something—anything to make up to him
for it? Don’t you feel you just must?”

Drake looked at her. In a second he had
mentally marshalled all the facts to lay
before her, what he knew about this man
and had written, what he knew and cquld
not print. Then resolutely he turned to
his work. There could be no thorough-
fare between such a mind and his own.

Yet once, toward the end of the day,
an irritated eense of her helplessness and

his own responsibility—the noblesse oblige
of superior craftsmanship toward inexperi-
ence—prompted him to speak again to her.

“What line are you going to take?’ he

asked kindly. “I write a general sort of a'

story, you know, covering the whole thing.
There’s a shorthand report that goes, be-
sides. Don’t you think it might be well
for you to specialize? You might roast
the mother. Show up her vanity, her
absurd airs of ladyhood on such a stage,
her incredible enjoyment, eh?”

She shuddered. Oh, I couldn’t, I
couldn’t!” she gasped.

He looked from her trembling lips to
the paper before her. She had not written
a line.

Drake gathered up his notes and left
the courtroom. An indefinable feeling of
discomfort he had been laboring under
fell from him as he touvk a car. to the office,
his mind busy with preliminary arrange-
ment of his rhaterial. Nor did he think
again of the girl till Bowman, in his shirt
sleeves, came into his room late that night
with some pages of copy in his hand, a
demoniac delight in his eye and a voice
that was husky with cardonic laughter.

“Let me read it to you, Drake. It’s the
richest thing I've come across in all my
life. Oh, you’ve just got to listen. T'm
a regular ancient mariner since I hopped
on to this. No, I don’t care whether you
get through by twelve or by doomsday.
I've read it to every man in the office
and I'm not glutted yet. Just listen to
this. It is simply yet chastely headed,
you will observe, ‘Eustace Manlloyd Is
Innocent of the Murder of His Boy
Friend” What d’ye think of that for a
healthy topic for a sane mind?**

Drake did not think. He listened while
his chief read the article, with many
chuckling interpolations, with a work-
manlike distaste for its crudity and
clumsiness as well as a sarcastic eye for
its.effect upon his hearer.

“You see, she sent it in as a lady star
should,” Bowman said when his laughter
had subsided, “with a note saying she
would call for the money to-morrow.
How’d she guess we were going to run
itt’

“Run it!” exclaimed Drake incredulously.

“Why, of course, my dear sir. Il
have it rewritten and run as a contribution
—letters from the people, you know—a
girl’s view of the case, signed ‘Peach-
blossoms.” It’ll make a hit, it’s. so
asinine. The only danger is that we may
be accused of faking it—it’s too impossible;
or a mob may wreck the office to show
what becomes of papers that print pro-
Manlloyd stuff. You can’t tell what it
might lead to. Anyway, it’ll attract
attention, I promise you.”” It did.

(To be continued next week.)

-~ STILL HUNTING FOR
“~ HARTLAND FIREBUE

Lorne McNally Under Arrest as Re-
sult of Investigation

Beveral Parties Suspected and
They Are Likeiy tc Be Appre-
hended Soon --- Man Declares
His Residence Was Soaked
With Oil While His Family
Were Absent at the Fire,

Hartland, July 21—Following the in-
vestigation into the origin of the fire of a
week ago, Lorne McNally, a resident of
this town, is in Woodstock jail. Te was
arrested Saturday by o town constable
and examined before Justice Barnett.

The story he told in attempticg to ex-
onerate himself did not wholly satisfy the |
justice, and he was held for further ex- |
amination.

Several suspects are under surveillance
and arrests will probably be made in a
Jfew days.

McNally is a Jaborer. His arrest oc-
“urred in a peculiar way. Mrs. G. C. Wat-
bn, one of the victims of the fire] said
& him jokingly. “McNally, I am surprised
tHit you should have set this fire.” She
thought McNally exhibited confusion at
her words and her suspicions were arous
ed. The arrest followed.

Business, demoralized since the fire, is
resuming its matural trend, but the peo-

ple’s indignation at this plain case of in-
cendiarism is more than passing excite-
ment. The parties suspected of having in-
stigated the conftlagration ure = openly
named in ordinary conversation on the
street. Opinion is unanimous as to who
these people are, but there is a small fac-
tion who believe that the incendiary idea
is bascless. The large majority are of the
opposite opinion. ;

The first work of fire bugs in Hartland
occurred in 1830 when evidence showed
that the fire which originated in the build-
ing owned by George R. Burtt, and oc-
cupied by A. Thornton & Sons and others
was the result of a deliberate plan. The
next cvidence of incendiarism appeared in
1899, when the old school house was burn-
ed, a fire having been seen kindled in the
woodshed attached thereto. When this
blaze had attracted the firemen with their
apparatus, another fire was discovered in
George Burtt’s building at the opposite
end of the town from the site of the fire
of ten years before. A tedious investiga-
tion into the origin of this fire resulted in
only the clashing of previously existing
factions, but the tenor of opinion brought
the parties under the ban of suspicion,
who are now believed to be implicated in
the present fire. The same unanimity of
opinion holds that the fire which destroy-
ed “Thornton’s hotel ten years ago, was
the work of a fire-bug.

The Burtt building, above referred to,
was not burned in the late fire, but it was
when the firemen were putting up the
fight of their lives.

That the same mind that planned the
school house fire laid the scheme for the
last conflagration is evident in the fact
that preparations had been made for the
starting of a fire in the premises of a Mr.
Carney in a remote part of the village.
After the Carney family had gone out in
response to the general alarm, some per-
son entered the house and hedvily satn-

rated a buffalo robe and some bedding
with oil, which Mr. Carney declares could
only have been done in his absence.

The fire commission®rs have announced
a reward of $100 for evidence that will
lead to the conviction of the parties who
set the Hartland fire.

The loss by the recent fire is now esti-
mated at about $50,000 with $20,000 in-
surance.

A Glassville Golden Wedding.

Glassville, N. B,, July 19—On Thursday
afternoon, July 18, the residence of Mr.
and Mrs. William Lyon, of this place, was
the scene of a very pleasant social gather-
ing, the occasion ‘being a reunion of their
family on the semi-contennial of their
marriage, with a presentation to the bride
and groom of fifty years ago. Assembled
under the parental roof were four sons,
five daughters, four sons-in-law, threc
daughters-in-law, and - thirty grandchild-
ren, the only absentee of the family cirele
being the youngest, by one of the sons,
having settled in the Orange Free State
on tha close of hostilities in the Trans-
vaal, serving under Col. Baden-Powell.

A bounteous repast was provided in the
[ improvisell dining hall adjacent to the

| 3
guests, where a presentation followed, of

a handsome gold watch and chain to Mr.

| Lyon, and a massive gold wedding ring to
Mrs. Lyon; and as the sun was dipping
low in the western horizon, a family
group was formed, in crescent shape, and
photographed by a special artist for the
occasion.

T. W. Tee, of Burlington (Vt.), owns an
Antique bureau which was made in Eng-
L wors than 8) years ago. The bureau

| was brought to this country in the early
i 308, It is made of solid mahogany.

| residence, to the assembled relatives and |

HONOR FOR DR, BAYARD
FROM HIS ALMA MATER

Ediﬂburgh University to Confer Upon
Venerable St. John Physician the
Degree of Doctor of Laws.

s

On Friday next the honorary’ degree of
doctor of laws will be conferred upon Dr.
William Bayard, of St. John, by Edin-
burglr University. Yesterday Dr. Bayard
received the following cablegram from Sir
William Turner, vice-chancellor of the uni-
versity: “Edinburgh University desires to
confer upon its distinguished doctor of
medicine of 1837 the honorary degree of
doctor of laws in absentia on July 26.”

Dr. Bayard has replied that he will ac-
cept the degree.

The Utica Saturday Globe of July 13
publishes an excellent picture of Dr. Bay-
ard and the following article dated St.
John:

William Bayard, M. D., LL. D., of this
city, may be fittingly termed the Nestor
of the medical profession of Canada. Next
month he will celebrate his ninety-fifth
year. The St. John Medical Society has
appointed a committee to suitably ar-
range for the commemoration of his
seventieth anniversary as a medical man
and the cvent will be celebrated with en-
thusiasm in this city, where our subject
is beloved by all who know him. Dr.
Bayard, notwithstanding his advanced
years, still continues to visit patients.

Our subject is a son of the late Dr.
Robert Bayard,. of St. John, formerly a

|
|

licutenant in the British army, and is of

Huguenot extraction. He was born at
Kentville (N. 8.) in August, 1814, was
educated at Fordham (N. Y.), and at
Kdinburgh University, where he was
graduated an M. D. in 1837. Returning
to St. John he practiced his profession in
conjunction with his father for many
years, and after the latter’s death, on his
own account.

He has long been recognized as a leader
and at the head of the medical profession
of New Brungwick and has held every
office of honor within the gift of his con-
freres, including the chairmanship of the
board of commissioners of the General
Hospital of St. John, an institution which
in a large measure owes its existence to
his efforts. He has been chairman of the
Provincial Board of Health, president of
the Council of Surgeons and Physicians of
New Brunswick, delegate from New
Brunawick to the International Congress
on Hygiene and Demography, held in Lon-
don in 1881, and was elected president of
the Canadian Medical Association in 1894.

His address on the use and abuse of
alcoholic drinks delivered in 1887 attract-
ed wide attention from the medical and
secular press and his addresses before
various medical bodies and his pamphlets
on different diseases and their treatment
have been widely read and very favorably
received.

In 1896 Dr. Bayard was elected presi-
dent of the United Empire Loyalist As-
sociation of New Brunswick, and for many
years he has been a foremost figure in that
province in the promotion of every good
work.

F. D. Chapman, of Conway (N. H.), has
a curiosity in a pear tree. It has a large
numbzr of clusters of blossoms and is well
loaded with full grown pears at the same

time.

T0 ENLARGE MILITARY
STORES BUILDING

Government Architect Here from Ot-
tawa and Will Make Inspection.

The military stores building in the bar-

rack square is to be lengthened forty feet
and have another story placed on it to
give additional accommodation which is
said to be greatly needed. It is expected the
work will be done this fall.

1. W. Fuller, architect of the military
section of the public works department,
Ottawa, arrived in the city on Saturday
to look over the building before preparing
the necessary specifications. Speaking of
the object of his visit Mr. Fuller said he
understood the department of inilitia,
atter conferring with the local officers,
decided in the spring to increase the ac-
commodations in the stores building and in
consequence a requisition had now been
reccived by his department to undertake
the work. Besides enlarging the building
instructions had been given that a new
electric elevator be installed. e expect-
ed that tenders would be called for at an
early date.

In reply to a question Mr. Fuller said
he had reccived no information as to the
erection of a new drill hall in St. John.
The matter would not be referred to his
department until a site and other import-
ant questions had been decided beiween
the local authorities and the militia de-
partment at Ottawa.

While speaking of drill halls Mr. Fuller
mentioned that in all new buildings it

had been decided to abandon the old sys-
tem of placing racks for arms and ac-
coutrements of the infantry and in place
to give each man a steel locker and a key
where his kit and everything necessary
to place him in the field could be kept.
The advantage of the change would, he
thought, be generally admitted.

Mr. Fuller, who will be accompanied by
Lieut. Col. A. J. Armstrong, chief of the
ordnance department, will make an in-
spection of the stores building today and
will leave this evening for Ottawa.

SIX AND A HALF YEARS FOR
EDMUNDSTON BURGLAR

p——

Edmundston, N. B., July 19—The trial
of S. R. Forsyth, a Nova Scotian, charged
with breaking into J. W. Hall’'s store
here on June 1 last and stealing money
and goods, and breaking into the Temis-
couta railway station at Clair on the fol-
lowing day and stealing about $21 there,
and for attempting to break jail, was held
before Judge Carleton during the present
week. The prisoner pleaded guilty to the
jail breaking charge and not guilty to the
others. The jury found him guilty in
both caces. The accused defended himself
and showed himself to be a bright young
man, whose energies would make him a
useful citizen if applied in the right direc
tion, but he failed to convince the jury
of his innocence. Judge Carleton this
morning sentenced him to six years and
six months.

A Williamantic (Conn.) family residing
in the more densely populated part of the¢
city, is ongaged in the dairying and poul
try industries on a emall scale. They owz
two cows and twenty-five hens, and yel
do a large business in their neighborhood




